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Jfot the slight touch of transient dye. 
Resting on nothing past the eye; 
TTwas not the flame of faltering power, 
Rais'd, and extingnish'd, in the hour — 
It seem'd the choice, in childhood form'd, 

The light of youth's fond tickle season ; 
The wish, by tenderest friendship warm'a, 

The passion, purified by reason. 

'Tis deem'd by some, who closely scan 

The sacred springs of life below ; 
Who trace what's thought, or told of man, 

Iu all his turns of joy or woe ; 
That, from the hour which sees his birth, 

That partner, doom'd his lot to share, 
Moves, tho' unborn, about onr earth, 

And mingles with his spirit there. 
Or, if embodied— though away, 

Far even as sea from sky can be, 
Feels all his passions as they play 

With quick unchang'd intensity; 
Finds, by some link which eludes the sight, 
His starts of darkness, or of light ; 
Or learns, by some connecting chain, 
All that hath given him joy or pain. 
To bards, in high and hallow'd dream, 
Bright shall this blest communion seem ; 

And beautiful, when fancy's ray 
Hath sanctified it — altho' few, 

Of those « ho toil thro' life's low way, 
Will feel with hard*, or even deem 

Their tales of mystic union true. 
If false — why be such tales again 
Sent to their framer'8 feverish brain ; 
Or left to find, 'twixt earth and HeaVen, 
That space to uuborn systems given! — 
But, true or false, as such may be, 

These lovers to the thought gave way ; 
Theyhail'd the spirit's sympathy; 
And, erringly, perchance, aid own, 

That even from childhni-1's earliest day, 
One for the other liv'd alone. 



And thus, thro' life's ray dawn they went 

Lovely, and lov'd, and innocent 

A nd still each morn, that came and pass'd, 

To them secin'd fairer than the last; 

For t'n>y were happy, and they felt 

Pleas 'd with the world in which they dwelt. 

Still; with his blooming one, the boy 

liay 'd round her mother's plain abode ; 
Or, took his sunny walks of joy, 

Thro' the wild wood, or o'er the road. 
And many an aged man, that pass'd, 
(iat'd on the little truants there; 
And, as he went, pour'd forth a prayer, 
Wishing, thatfavouring Heaven, at last, 

Would join the beauteous pair. 
Oh I love, so simple and so bright. 
Hath such a charm to cheer the sight, 
Th'it even a cherub, thron'd in light. 
Might let one glance of meekness fall- 
One calm kind glance from censure free — 
And say, as such hechanr'd to see, 
That the earth's weak ones had not all 
Lost their primeval purity." 



duced a work still more worthy to have sur- 
vived as an." everlasting possession." 

The Doom of Derenzie received the atten- 
tive perusal and warm approval of the late 
highly-gifted Charles Maturin, the intimate 
friend of the author; and though errors in 
taste and judgment occur throughout the poem, 
to which under other circumstances we should 
have deemed it our duty to call the attention 
of a living writer ; yet as its claims upon our 
sympathy and kindness have been urged as 
those of a literary orphan, seeking the foster- 
ing hand of a protector, .we gladly avail our- 
selves of the opportunity to hang a garland on 
the tomb of a man of genius and a poet — the 
lamented Thomas Furlong ' 

There is much curious matter "Contained in 
the notes ; one of which we are tempted to 
extract, although it had appeared before in the 
pages of an Irish periodical, as it comes most 
probably from the pen of Furlong, and is full 
of interesting national lore : — 

" The Irish fairies are a diminutive little 
people, dressed in round caps and red jackets, 



summer,' at least, are to be expected ; but the 
ruin of others is the commencement of the be- 
holders fortune, if he know how to avail him- 
self of the circumstance. He has nothing to 
do but pounce upon the little fellow, seize him 
by the back of his neck, turn him between his 
eyes and the sun, and demand any boon he 
please : it will be granted, ■unless he avert his 
head; and alas! so seductive is the Lupre- 
chaun's blarney, that few can resist him. He 
appeals to your humanity; assures you that 
boundless treasures are to be found in a cer- 
tain place ; and when your expectations are at 
the highest, he stops short, and coolly asks, 
' Who is that listening ?' Thrown off your 
guard, you avert your head ; and like the gods 
of Homer, he melts into thin air, and you seek 
in vain for the marks by which to ascertain the 
place where the treasure was to be found. In 
1821, a woman according to the 'Carlow 
Morning Post,' caught one not far from that 
town! 

The Cluricaune is another jolly little fellow 
also, fond of good wine and race horses ; and 



much given to hurling, inclined to be polite the better to indulge in his propensities, he i 
and civil, but extremely irritable, and capable to be found only in the cellars of bon vivanls, 
of effecting much mischief, when disposed to 'or perchance upon the back of a thoroughbred 
be unruly. Like the Persian Peri, they be- ■ advocate for the gold cup at the Curragh. 
long to a better world, could they gain admit- " Not so the Phooka. He is, Proteus-like, 
tauce in it, and are very anxious to ascertain \ any thing you please. He knocks his head 
whether the golden bolts of Paradise will re- ' against Paddy when returning from fair or pat- 

volve for them at the great judgment day tern, in the form of a bull or a buffalo, a dra- 

On tliis question, they have, as yet, in vain in- gon or an eagle. The son of the sod, nothing 
terrogated many a godly priest : but from the loth, being at the moment any body'_s custo- 
rage for polemics in Ireland, it is to be hoped mer, mounts his back, indifferent to the form 
the progress of theology will enable some he may assume, and rides a race, to which 
sound divine to give them an answer. Their John Gilpin's was mere child's play. He 
chief places of abode are raths and motes; and jounces over precipices, swims through rivers, 
some people are unkind enough to accuse them ; and climbs up castle walls ; while the alarmed 
of stealing children — and this, in a country so equestrian, like a plethoric dreamer, suffers no 
prolific as Ireland, might be pardoned, did they ■ injury, though conscious of being in imminent 
not also carry off mothers to suckle them. — 'peril. Sometimes he mounts upon the pinna- 
But the charge stands in need of support — it cle of a tower or steeple, and amuses himself 
is not a fairy offence. with the rider's distress, by pretending now to 

"Although they are all known, like the fall over to the right, and then to the left, 
Tartars, by their family features, they are of j Paddy all the time exhausting his eloquence 
different species, or have at least different for permission to escape ; but without the leaf' 
pursuits. The Banshee assumes . the shape spark of anger. How could he be displeased 
r„„ ,»i.i imji„=;„„ .;.,„. i, .....j „,„!.... w ith one, who, like himself, is only ' hai-mlessly 

• _, • , t ,_•._,! __.* c r—r 



Old Derenzie was not, however, of the and ores* of an old Milesian female, and makes 
number 'who wished the union of the beau-jt the business of her life to intimate to her 
teous pair,' and it was in consequence of his ( friends the approaching termination of theirs, 
stern refusal, that his son had gone to the ■ Fastidious in her choice, she mourns no vul- 
wars ; on the young man's return, however, I gaj. aea th . 8n e weep8 f or tne fate of the high- 



he relents, and the lovers are married ; but at 
the wedding dinner, the elder Derenzie has a 
a strunge second-sight sort of vision of coming 
calamities, which broods heavily upon the 
spirits of the guests, especially when at the 
close of his announcement of it, the hollow 
voice of Wrue the wizard, is heard proclaim- 
ing through the hall that these omens were not 
sent in vain. 

Presently the bridegroom is seized, carried 
off, tried, hanged and waked ; the cause of his 
execution is darkly intimated to have been a 
"Whiteboy burning and murder ; but old 
Wrue had further discovered that it was he 
who had seduced his Margaret, whom also he 
had made away with ; and this was the cause 
of the wizard tracking him to his doom, and 
he now discloses it at the wake. 

Such is a meagre outline of the plan of this 
curious and strictly national poem. It is cer- 
tainly unevenly written, and had the author 
lived till time and leisure had more fully ma- 
tured his judgment and his powers, we have no 
doubt his talents were sufficient to have pro- 



born only ; and makes the most clamour for 
those of the ' real blood.' On such occasions 
she is to be heard, during night, in the neigh- 
bourhood of the sick, or perhaps is to be seen, 
in the attitude of feminine distress, near some 
ivy-clad ruin,' which is fortunate enough to be 
reflected in a pellucid lake beneath. Her cries 
are loud, and shrill, and melancholy ; and the 
whole is rendered still more imposing, by the 
mechanical habit she has of slapping her long, 
skinny, withered hands. In Ireland, it was 
once honourable to be warned of death by so 
piteous a messenger. 

The Lvprechaun has nothing sepulchral 
about him ; being a squat, merry little fellow, 
who delights, like our modern dandies, in smo- 
king a cigar. More industrious, however, than 
they generally are, he is seldom idle ; and, as 
a fancy shoemaker, is in great repute among 
his friends of the fair sex. His manners are 
of the old school ; his dress of the last century, 
He wears buckles in his shoes, a three-cocked 
hat upon his head, and never travels without 
his kit. When seen, evil times, or 'hard 



mischievous,' who does it all out of ' pure fun ? 
" The next, and last, is the Lenauntshee, a 
thing of very doubtful generation, and, l"> e 
the Irish wolf-dog, implacable in resentment — 
unalterable in friendship. It frequently hap- 
pens that Paddy performs wonders in a f»' r 
fight, against considerable odds ; the thing 
would be an absolute miracle, were the expla- 
nation not found in the invisible aid afforded 
by his Lenauntshee, who can deal around blo« s 
with scientific skill. Many a combatant » 
struck to the ground by other than mere mor- 
tal blows." 



NOTICES OF BOOKS. 



Family Classical Library. Vol. 2. Demos- 
thenes, Sallust London, Colburn .fu» 

Bentley. 

In noticing the first volume of this work, we 
observed that it was little more than a reprint 
of old books already familiar to the readers el 
translations. We perceive that Messrs. Col- 
burn and Bentley have since taken up the p«^ 
lication, and a new translation of Pindar » 
promised in the fourth volume. The presf J]' 
volume contains- the completion of Lehui" 5 
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Demosthenes, which we have already charac 
torized as the most admirable translation 
with which we are acquainted, together with the 
two wars of Sallust. We think it right to men- 
tion, that Mr. Leland was a fellow of Trinity 
College, Dublin, and not of Cambridge, as we 
observe certain of the English newspaper critics 
suppose. We cannot say much in praise of the 
translation given in this work of Sallust, which 
is by William Rose, A.M., with improvements 
and notes. It is generally bald and sometimes 
erroneous. We really never have paid mucli 
attention to translations of the classics, pre- 
ferring to derive our knowledge from the higher 
and purer fountains, and the only English 
Sallust with which we can compare this of 
Mr. Rose's, is that of our excellent friend, Sir 
Henry Stcuart, which we made a conscience 
of dipping into, before we ventured to visit 
Allanton. Whether a better translation than 
Rose's already exists, we cannot certainly deter- 
mine, but if not, a new one ought to have 
been prepared for the present work. This se- 
cond volume is embellished with two finely 
engraved heads of Demosthenes and Sallust. 



| vilized society, it can be considered only as a horn blown by a person, who might from the 
remnant of barbarism. If, in tlds, and in all length and strength of his blast, have been one 
other questions of conduct, men had good sense ! of the performers at Jericho — this I found 
enough to apply to their actions the simple and afterwards was an emissary from the steam 
only true test of rectitude — namely, the ques- . boat : come to inform us, that she was ready 
tion — " What is the revealed will of God in; to depart, and would be under weigh in a few 
this matter ?" we should have no occasion for a moments, there was no time to be lost, so that 
code of honor, to direct the conduct of principals after dressing rapidly, we soon found ourselves 
and seconds. seated upon the deck : the air was calm, and 

still, not a breeze ruffled the broad surface of 

Correspondence between the Lord Bishop of, tlie Rhine, which lay like a mirror before us, re- 
Ferns, and the Earl of Mo'unteushel, on the j fl <-'ctiug the tapered minarets, and richly orua- 

Church Establishment Dublin, W. Curry, ! mented aom e oi \ the cathedral, which glistening 

Jun. and Co. under the morning dew, shone like a vast globe 

of gold. 



Ireland and the Remedt/ for her Evils. By a 
Clergyman of the Established Church. 
Dublin, W. Curry, Jun. and Co. 

The remedy proposed for the evils of Ireland 
in this pamphlet, is the energetic extension 
of the Protestant Reformation by systematic 
courses of preaching, the institution of a Pro- 
testant College de propaganda fide, and other 
such means, as it is to the prevalence of po- 
pery that the author attributes all the existing 
defects. He likewise proposes, that a pro- 
vision should be~ made for such of the Roman 
Catholic clergy as may he induced to forsake 
the error of their ways, and censures his own 
brethren of the cloth, somewhat sharply, for 
their supineness in the cause of Protestantism. 

In one of his recommendations we most 
cordially concur, namely, that all ridicule and 
satire should be carefully excluded from the 
discourses of the clergy, and that they should 
labour to impress upon their hearers, that the 
intention is not to proselytize but to instruct, 
and that it is not the being called Protestant 
or Catholic, or Methodist, that will avail them 
in the great and dreadful day, but believing and 
doing as our blessed Redeemer has enjoined. 

Wo have long held that uncharitableness of 
heart, and bitterness of speech, are the great 
bane of society in Ireland ; if Protestants 
would sometimes take up the Bible to exa- 
mine and tell their Roman Catholic brethren 
in how n:nny essential doctrines we are all 
agreed, it might be almost as useful as dwelling 
wholly on the points in which we differ ; not 
that we by any means think these few or unim- 
portant, but we see no use in harping always 
on the jarring string. 

The author thinks more favourably of the 
friendship of the Methodists to the church 
establishment than our experience would jus- 
tify us in doing. 



We are glad to see this curious and important 



From the moment we left Cologne, the sce- 



correspondence in a collected and authentic ! nery began to improve, and near Bonn became 
shape, and we like it the better that it contains really beautiful. The Rhine, from the bold and 
simply the letters arranged in order, without | frequent winding course it takes, presents the 
any comment or observation upon their con- : appearance ofa succession of small lakes bounded 
tents. An account of the proceedings at the by lofty vineclad mountains, bristling with tower 
meeting in Cork, out of which the corrcspou- and keep; while below, are seen opening glens, 
dence arose, is very properly prefixed to the through which small streams rush on, bearing 



pamphlet. 



NOTES FROM THE LOG-BOOK OF A RAMBLER 
No. II. ■- 

The Rhine — Bonn— Drarhenfels — Cassel, &c. 

Know ye the land where the hroad Rhine is flowing, 

In circling eddies the valleys along — 

Where on high from each cliff with the purple grape 

glowing, 
Re-echoes the sound of the vignerons song. 

I have gazed on that stream from the Drachenfels 
height, 

And traced its bright current thrcmghmanj' a glen yjshed on the model of that of Berlin, so 

And have thought mid the fast falling shadows of., ^ . , „,„ , , ' . . ' ~, 

night, I lately as 1818, and except the university of 

I ne'er should look on it so glorious again. Munich is the most modern of Germany. As 

It is not my intention most sagacious reader, ; early as the year 1777, we find an academy 

to give you in these my notes, any of the in- ■ existing here, and in 1 786 this became a 

formation to lie obtained in " guide books," j chartered University, of which however, at the 

tours, and the hoc genus omne of these publi- j conclusion of the French revolutionary war, 

cations: this would be a track at once too: no trace was left, the number of students, 

beaten, and too extensive. It is rather my about one thousand, and the names of the two 



their tribute to the father of rivers. The vil- 
lages have generally a most picturesque effect, 
as they rise street above street, upon the steep 
mountain sides, their white walls scarcely visi- 
ble amid the trelliced vines : and now as we 
passed along, we could plainly hear the songs of 
the peasant, breaking on the soft stillness of the 
summer's morning. After a four hours de- 
lightful voyage, we reached Bonn, to breakfast. 
The town itself has nothing remarkable, ex- 
cept its situation in the valley of the Rhine, 
and its being the seat of the second in rank 
among the Prussian Universities ; it was esta- 



wish to present you, with a personal narrative, 
never omitting when occasion offers to correct 
the errors of my predecessors, and at the same 



Schlegels, Niebuhr and Walther, (one of the 
first anatomists of Europe) attest sufficiently its 
present prosperity. The cabinet of Natural 



Hamilton on Duelling. With Anecdotes and 
Cases, &c. — Hatchard and Sons, London. 

No one can doubt the benevolent and amiable 
intention of the author of this little work, which 
is designed to bring the Gothic practice of duel- 
ling into disrepute. Among barbarians, it may 
perhaps, be a step towards civilization, to redress 
personal grievances by single combat, but, in ci- 



time, not forgetting that the really useful in- 1 History at Poppelsdorf is justly celebrated, and 
formation to a traveller, (and such you are or; the collection of petrefactions is well known to 
will be, I doubt not) should be conveyed as the scientific world, by the valuable work of 
tersely and laconically as possible, and to begin I Professor von Goldfuss entitled : — 
with a maxim, never keep what is called a " Petrefacta Musei Univ. Bonnensis," &c. 
Journal of your travels : by this I mean that &c. the library contains about 60,000 volumes, 
you are not to spend your mornings in the land includes a most remarkable cabinet of dip- 
measurement of a cathedral, or the investiga- 1 lomatic seals and records, the botanical garden, 
tion of the history ofa picture, and devote! which occupies upwards of nineteen acres is con- 
your evenings to a neat small-hand description sidered one of the finest in Germany; we spent 
of either, for the benefit of your lady acquain- the entire of the first three days, visiting collec- 



tance on your return : my advice is rather to 
make mems. of the pleasant places you have 
visited, the gay fellows with whom secundum 
O'Dogherty you may have dined and got 
drunk, of course recollecting the pretty partners 
with whom you have waltzed or galopaded, and 



tions, museums, libraries, &c. &c, and although- 
Professor Goldfuss, our cicerone, is a very worthy 
well informed gentleman, yet I have no mind to 
make you more Ultimately acquainted, so that I 
shall at once invite you to sip your coffee with us 
in the garden of the University ; here all is gaiety, 



thus weaving the thread of your adventures into life, and animation, the militaires are seen 
the broad web of your travelling excursion. mixing with the townsfolk, and ho longer is 
But example is much better than precept, there any distance kept up between professor 



and to begin, there was little inducement to re. 
main in Cologne when the festival was over : 
so that having secured places in the steam 
boat for Bonn, we took our last look at th« 
cathedral by moon-light, and retired to our 
beds. On the next morning, I was awoke by 
the most diabolical war-whoop that can be con- 
ceived, and on looking out from my window, 
discovered the cause of my alarm to be a cow's 



and student; the garden, was in oldetr time 
the pleasure ground of a palace, once the resi- 
dence of the Churfurst of Cologne, and still 
ijj jfc c rveB much of its aucient beauty : the trees' 
lag for the most part of foreign growth, and' 
fdrmejbjnto long shady avenues, or d«rk sun- 
less beakers, in each of which might now be 
seen solik happy family party enjoying t&eir 
coffec, the ladies assiduously occupied knitting, 



